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A British Army officer noted for his cruelty and relentless persecution of those opposed to his political views was one day walking with Mrs. Anna Elliott in a garden where there was a great variety of flowers. 

“What is this, madam?” he asked, pointing to the chamomile. 

“The rebel flower,” she replied. 

“And why is it called the rebel flower?” asked the officer. 

“Because,” answered Mrs. Elliott, “it always flourishes most when trampled upon.”

Noble Deeds of American Women by Jesse Clement

I, Lilyan Allison Grace Cameron, do hereby solemnly promise in the presence of Almighty God to bear allegiance to his present MAJESTY, KING GEORGE THE THIRD, AND HIS Successors, Kings of Great Britain, to be a true and faithful servant and to strictly observe and conform to the Laws of England without any Equivocation, mental Evasion, or secret Reservation whatsoever.

CHAPTER ONE

November 16, 1780

Charles Towne, South Carolina 

A muffled thump plucked Lilyan Cameron from a pleasant dream. She rose on her elbow and peered around the bedchamber enfolded in darkness except for the glow from the fireplace. She glanced over her shoulder at Elizabeth, whose chest rose and fell in restful sleep. Seeking her unfinished dream, Lilyan snuggled back under the covers and closed her eyes. Another thump sounded, and she sat up again. The noises were coming from her brother’s makeshift bedroom in the attic.

What’s he up to now? 
Lilyan stepped down from the bed and draped a wrapper around her shoulders. She lit the betty lamp, sliding the wick deep into the whale oil to keep the flame low, and tiptoed to the door. She cracked open the door  in time to spy her brother creeping down the stairs; fully dressed except for the boots he clasped in his hand.

She slipped into the hall as he reached the bottom step. “Andrew Cameron, where do you think you’re going at this time of morning?”

“Not so loud,” he said, hunching his back.

He stepped down beside her, and she had to crane her neck to see his face in the dim hallway.

He leaned down and whispered, “You’ll wake Captain McKenzie.”

Lilyan glanced down the hall toward the captain’s bedroom. The last thing she wanted to do was wake the British officer who had been billeted in their home the past three months. She grabbed Andrew’s sleeve and pulled him into her room, closing the door behind them.

She placed the lamp on a chest of drawers and jammed her fists onto her hips. “Tell me what you’re up to.”

He stood ramrod straight and pushed back his shoulders. “It’s not something I can talk about.”

“You’re involved with the militia again. I know it.” Fear curled into a lump in the pit of her stomach. “But what about your wound? It hasn’t had time to heal. Look at you. You weigh two full stones less than you did when you ran off the first time.”

Andrew rolled his eyes. “It’s been three months, and my shoulder’s fine.”

“And what about your promise not to take up arms again? You’ll be breaking your word.”

“Blast my parole!” His words exploded in a barely controlled whisper. “Why should I be held to a promise I made to the bloody redcoats? Raiding up and down the coast, forcing women and children to watch as they burn down their homes. The parole means as much to me as the oath of allegiance you made to the king.”

“There is a difference.” Lilyan jabbed her finger into her chest. “I took the oath so we wouldn’t lose our home. Our business.”

“That’s exactly what I mean. Both pledges were forced on us.”

“What’s wrong?” Elizabeth called out, her voice raspy from sleep.

They watched Elizabeth throw off the covers and slide down from the bed. The lamp cast shadows across her angular features and made her copper-colored skin glow. When she drew near, as always, her serene manner lessened the tension that often crackled between brother and sister.

 “I caught him trying to sneak out of the house. He will not tell me where he’s going, but I know it has something to do with the militia. Tell him he can’t go, Elizabeth. He’s too young.”

“Too young! I fought in the battle of Camden, didn’t I? That makes me more of a man than most fellows I know.”

“But what if you’re caught? What if they put you on one of those horrible prison ships—assuming they let you live? Andrew, you simply cannot do this.”

“Keep your voices down,” Elizabeth warned. “Lilyan, this time I think Andrew is right.”

Lilyan sucked in her breath.

Elizabeth patted Lilyan’s shoulder. “I understand what you say, but this is something Andrew feels strongly about. It’s something I agree with. We cannot ask him to stand by and watch as other Americans fight and die.”

Lilyan clasped the lapels of her brother’s blanket jacket. “Once before, when I thought I had lost you, the pain was unbearable. Don’t put me through that again. Please, dearest, you’re all the family I have.”

“Understand me.” Andrew spoke firmly, curling his hands around hers. “I must do what I’ve been called upon to do.”

Defeated, Lilyan dropped her forehead onto his chest.

He gently pushed her away and grasped her forearms. “Will you give me your blessing?”

Lilyan tensed. He would not make that request lightly. She looked into his eyes, the same fern green as her own, and his earnest expression disarmed her. Brushing back a lock of his dark auburn hair, she nodded. He leaned down, and she kissed him on his right eyelid and then his left.

“God be with you, Andrew Cameron,” she said and then kissed his lips. “While we are apart, one from the other.”

Andrew spoke the last words with her. When he wrapped his arms around her, Lilyan winced as she felt his shoulder blades through his coat. Before the war he had been a strapping young man with the full, muscular frame of a true Highlander. He seemed so frail now.

He opened the door, peered down the hallway, and glanced back. “Take care of each other,” he said in a gruff voice and then hastened away.

Lilyan’s knees gave way and she sank to the floor. Her shoulders shook as the tears she had been holding back flowed down her cheeks. Aware that they were not alone in the house, she pulled her mobcap from her head and pressed it to her face.

Elizabeth eased the door shut and knelt beside her. She wrapped her arms around her, rocking back and forth until her sobs subsided into deep shuddering breaths.

“Come.” Elizabeth helped her up. “You’re freezing. Let us get back into bed.”

While Lilyan crawled onto the four-poster, Elizabeth threw kindling on the fire.

Lilyan held the covers open for Elizabeth, who slipped in and put her arm around her. She dropped her head onto Elizabeth’s shoulder. “I don’t know which aches most, my head or my heart.”

“Would it help if we prayed?”

“Oh, yes. I think it would.”

Lilyan closed her eyes and listened as her friend beseeched the Lord for mercy and strength. Her words and manner, so confident and assured, spread as a balm over Lilyan’s pain.

Lilyan sat up and drew her knees toward her chin. “I do feel a little better now. I’m so glad you’re here with me. You’ve always seemed more like a sister than a governess.”

Elizabeth leaned forward. “Lilyan—” 

A door shut down the hall, and they froze.

“The captain!” Elizabeth sprang from the bed and gathered her clothes. “I’ll go out to the kitchen and prepare breakfast. You stay here, and I’ll bring you something to eat after he has gone.”

“But I should help.” 

“You hide your feelings like sun through the wings of a dragonfly. One look at you and he will know something is awry. This way, if he asks you how Andrew is, you won’t have to lie. I am much better at that than you.” She smiled, taking the edge off her words.

After Elizabeth left, Lilyan dragged herself from the bed, sat down at the dresser, and loosened her braid. Trying to ignore the thoughts that crowded her mind, she scraped the brush through her waist-length hair until her scalp hurt. She completed her morning toilet, donned a blue dress--a symbol of the colonists--and secured her hair under a sheer, white mobcap. Feeling wilted, she splashed cold water on her wrists and pinched her cheeks. After slipping on her shoes and polishing the buckles with a damp cloth, she rose from the chair to view herself in the mirror. 

Her dress would elicit scorn and ridicule from some of the Charles Towne residents who showed their loyalty to the king by wearing Tory green. 

At least in this small way I can show my support for Andrew. 
As she knotted a lace scarf around her shoulders, she rehearsed the responses she would make to anyone who dared reproach her. After all, if folk said anything to her at her shop, she could ask them to leave if she had a mind to. 

What if someone asks after Andrew? How will I answer? To bolster her courage, she attached the clan Cameron crest pin to the side of her cap.  Will I ever see you again? Will this band of the Cameron’s die out with me?

Unable to bear such thoughts, she hurried from the room. Downstairs, she met Elizabeth carrying a tray into the dining room from the outside kitchen.

“Did Captain McKenzie leave already?” Lilyan asked.

“Yes. He seemed to be in a hurry.”

Lilyan sat down at the table, and Elizabeth placed a plate of toast and a mug of cider on the table before her.  

“You’re not eating?” Lilyan asked.

“I had something already.”

Elizabeth left the room for a few minutes, but returned to stand with her arms folded behind her as she watched Lilyan spread fig preserves on the bread.

“Um-m this is so good.” Lilyan licked the sticky, sweet fruit from her fingers and wiped them on her napkin. “This is so good, but I’m afraid I haven’t much of an appetite.”

“I know. But you need to keep up your strength.”

Lilyan stared out the window. “Do you think Captain McKenzie suspected anything?”

“No. He was as pleasant as usual.”

“For the enemy, you mean.”

“Somehow I cannot think of him that way. And you like him as well. He did much to help Andrew recover as quickly as he did.”

Would Andrew suffer another wound? A wound that will not heal this time?

She swallowed hard. “Yes, I know, and I hate being so mean-spirited about him. War is so vexing. People you thought were friends no longer speak to you, and people who are supposed to be the enemy become your friends.”

Lilyan dropped her toast and pushed her plate away. “How friendly do you think the captain would be if he found out that Andrew has joined the fight again?” She slumped back in her chair and looked down, twisting her napkin in her fingers.

Elizabeth remained so quiet that Lilyan glanced up. “What are you hiding behind your back?”

Laughing, Elizabeth held out a package. “Happy birthday.”

Lilyan leapt up and hugged her. “My goodness, I had quite forgotten.” She accepted the gift and untied its blue satin ribbon. “How beautiful,” she said, holding up a pair of moccasins.

“You are pleased?”

“I adore them. Thank you so much. This beadwork must have taken you weeks. I don’t think I’ve ever received anything so lovely. You must teach me how to do this.”

Elizabeth nodded. “I would be proud to teach you, little sister.”

“Little sister. I like the sound of that.” She glanced out the window at the people passing by. “It’s time to go.”

“Wait. You’re not going alone?” Elizabeth followed her to the entryway.

“It’s such a short walk. I’ll be fine.” Lilyan grinned. “After all, I am officially a spinster now.”

“Do not talk such foolishness. You have had several offers. Even so, I thank God you had the wisdom to turn them down. To wait for someone who is worthy of you.”

“Someone who will put up with me, you mean?” 

“Well, that too.” 

They shared a smile, and then Elizabeth helped Lilyan put on her cape. 

Lilyan opened the door and stepped outside and then turned to hug Elizabeth once more. “Thank you again for remembering my birthday.”

Elizabeth nodded. “I’ll pray that we hear from Andrew soon.”

As the door closed behind her, Lilyan vowed to give her brother two days, and then she was going after him.

